beyond the church and our barracks to where the
white road grew narrow and led up the mountain.
The villa could not be seen from the road. On its
gate-post, the wrought-iron coat of arms still stood;
across the shield the hammer and sickle had been
roughly painted. We walked up the winding drive.
On either side of us were the olive-trees, further up,
thick pines and birches hid the villa completely.
Then, quite unexpectedly, we saw it through the
trees. Red against the sunset, the pointed turrets
took on a fantastic quality.
The villa had been built by a wealthy profiteer at
the end of the last century. It was planned accord-
ing to his own taste which ran to French seventeenth-
century chateaux. It was built on the site of an
-t ancient castle; in earlier times there had been a
\Roman temple in the grounds. We walked up a
stone-flagged path covered with moss and weeds until
we came to a small plateau on which was a summer-
house. We sat down on the damp grass and looked
out across the city to the lights in the harbour. The
sun was gone; behind us through the trees reared the
burnt put villa, it had an almost sinister quality in the
dusk.
Rosita moved close to me. "Muy malo, the house
is not good, here in the night it is good not to be
alone."
"Rosita, forgive me if I spoke of your novio" I stiB